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calculations are of no use.
None can say how many miles
the car can go with limited petrol.
Your sweat and tears are a waste;
even blood cannot run this car!
Faded faces,
worn out joys and books,
shortsightedness, forgetfulness,
dullness of the mind,
bald head
peeping through thin hair.
Life is eating itself:
the burning wax of candle
is dripping in drops.
The red rose is sinking
in the western sea.
The engine has whistled,
the station is nearing.
Alighting the train,
we will travel
with empty pockets,
in a directionless direction,
towards a starless star.
(Escape)
Let us go, closing
the credit and debit accounts of life,
deducting time
from the total of the universe;
let us take
the remaining zero!
Invisible
is the thousand-eyed cobra of the sky,
the blind python of earth
is napping.